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* Peem* 

0 none but imthrifts.dare my love you kno% 
Tou had a Pather,!et your Son fay f«. 

Not from the ftars doe I my judgement plucke? 
And yet me thinkes 1 have Aftronomy, 

But not to tell of good, or cvill lucke. 

Of p!agucs,of dearc f»,or feafons qualitie, 

Nor can I fortune to breefe minuts tell ; 

Pointing to each his thunder, raine and winde* 

Or fay with Princes if it {hailgoe well 
By oft predid that I in heaven finde. 

But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive. 

And conftant ftars in them I read fuch art 
As truth and beautic ftiall together thrive 
If from thy feIfe,to ftore thou would# convert 5 
Or clfc of thee this I prognofticate, 

- Thy end is Truths and Beauties doome and date. 
When I confider every thing that growes 
Holds in perfe&ion but a little moment. 

That this huge ftage prefenteth nought but {Bowes 
Whereon the Stars in fecret influence comment. 
When I perceive that men as plants increafe, 
Cheared and checkt even by the felfe -fame skie z 
Vaunt in their youthfull fap,at height decreafc. 

And were their brave Rate out of memory. 

Then the conceit ofthisinconftant ftay. 

Sets you ruoft rich in youth before my fight* 

Where wafl full time debateth with decay 
To change your day of youth to fullied night* 

And all in war with Time for love of you 
As he takes from you, I ingraft you new. 
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Poems, 

Good Admonition, 

B Vc wherefore doe not you a mightier way 
Make warre upon this bloudy cjrant tjme ? 

And fortifie your felfein your decay 

With meanes mote blefled then my barren rime i 7 

Now ft.md you on the top of happy houres. 

And many maiden gardens yet unfet. 

With vertuous wilh would beare your living flowers^ 
Much liker then your painted counterfeit : 

* So fbould the lines of life that life repaire 
Which this (Times penlell or my pupill pen) 

’ Neither in inward worth nor outward faire 
t On make you live your felfe in eyes of men. 

To give away your felfe, keeps your felfe ftill. 

And you mult live drawnc by your owne fweet skill. 
Who will bekeve my verfe in time to come 
A If it were fild with your moft high deferts? 

Th.dugh yet heaven knowes it is but as a tombe 
Which hides vour life, and (howes not halfe your parts t 
If I couid write the beautie of vour eyes. 

And in frefh numbers number all your graces, 

T he age to come would fay this Poet lies. 

Such heavenly touches nere toucht earthly faces* 

So fhould my papers (y ellowed with their a^ey 
Be fcorn’d, like old men of leffe truth then tongue 3 
: And your true rights be termd a Poets rage, 

A And ftrerckecf miter of an Antique fong. 

[ But w cre Come childe of yoursalive that time 
j You ftiould live tyvife in it, and in my rime. 
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